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A COUNTRY to which you have never travelled seems
such a long way off. Once you have bridged the inter-
vening space, the outlandish element dies, and immedi-
ately there seems to be born a miraculous encyclopedic
and geographical knowledge of which you imagine
yourself the sole possessor. Even now, gently nodding
with that serious mien which denotes a comprehensive
store of correct information, could I be prompted
sententiously to utter: "Poland? I can put you au courant
there."

Yet the most confident person is very apt to score a
solitary duck in his first innings in a new city; from this
fate I was saved by the Counsellor to the Polish Foreign
Office, M. Edward Kulikowski, and I only wish I could
impart my impressions to you as charmingly as he
instructed me.

The mental picture previously conjured up by an
unvisited Poland included fur coats, wolves, a sense of
romantic wildness associated with Napoleonic cam-
paigns in the northern plains of Europe (I expect you
saw the film Marie Walemka\ and a scene of diplomatic
plots and intrigues as told so skilfully by Henry Seton
Merriman in The Vultures.

In this delightful city of Vah-sha-va (the cruelties of
the language made me abandon "Polish in Five Minutes"
in that amount of time) it has been as hot as London in
August: no rain has fallen here for four months,
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